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She looked at him smiling as they came out of the shadow of the clipped trees. He was glancing about for the boat.
"The boat is across the river/' Eenee said, in a voice that made him seek her eyes for an explanation of the dead sound. She was very pale. "You have perfect command of yourself ? For my sake! " she said.
He looked round.
Standing up in the boat, against the opposite bank, and leaning with crossed legs on one of the sculls planted in the gravel of the river, Count Henri d'Henriel's handsome figure presented itself to Beauchamp's gaze.
With a dryness that smacked of his uncle Everard Eom-frey, Beauchamp said of the fantastical posture of the young man, "One can do that on fresh water."
Eenee did not comprehend the sailor-sarcasm of the remark; but she also commented on the statuesque appearance of Count Henri: " Is the pose for photography or for sculpture ? "
Neither of them showed a sign of surprise or of impatience.
M. d'Henriel could not maintain the attitude. He uncrossed his legs deliberately, drooped hat in hand, and came paddling over; apologized indolently, and said, "I am not, I believe, trespassing on the grounds of Tour-destelle, Madame la marquise! "
"You happen to be in my boat, M. le comte," said Eenee.
"Permit me, rnadame." He had set one foot on shore, with his back to Beauchamp, and reached a hand to assist her step into the boat.
Beauchamp caught fast hold of the bows while Eenee laid a finger on Count Henri's shoulder to steady herself.
The instant she had taken her seat, Count Henri dashed the scull's blade at the bank to push oif with her, but the boat was fast. His manoeuvre had been foreseen. Beau-champ swung on board like the last seaman of a launch, and crouched as the boat rocked away to the stream; and still Count Henri leaned on the scull, not in a chosen attitude, but for positive support. He had thrown his force into the blow, to push off triumphantly> and leave